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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

This one's for Hank. Inspired on a couple'a PMs we tossed back and forth. Devon has been properly borrowed 
from Hank, with full permission from the Muse Borrowing Committee [Senate Hearing 108-456, available 
through the Government Printing Office], a cheque made payable to Showtime for brief mentions of their 


series Queer as Folk, and an extra cheque made payable to Alison Bechdel for a three second cameo by Toni 


and Clarice of Dykes to Watch Out For. 


Heartfelt thanks to both Andy and Hank for their beta. 


They were both asleep between the hours of 4.00 and 400 AM. They had been awake from 12.00 to 330 AM, 
but neither was in the other's company. Rick was becoming well acquainted with the bottom of several shot 
glasses topped off with vodka and tossed back with Steve Clark, who banged on his back and beamed, "Good on 
ya, matel" Devon was becoming well acquainted with the jaw of one Mark Stillwell; some sob story he had 


recently discovered that liked to pass on AIDS and had passed it on to one of Devon's friends. Fucking Angel of 


Revenge. No respect for the scene. He laid one and two and several more nasty punches along the man's jaw. 
Felt mighty good when he heard it crack. At the Irish-American pub halfway down the street, Rick's eyes 
rolled into the back of his head and he slid off his stool. Peter Mensch had to carry both Rick and Steve to his 
car and back to The Plaza Hotel. Felt mighty good to be driven, if Rick were awake enough to enjoy it. 


At 400 Devon bolted awake in a panic, scrambling to silence Worchester's Best Music Variety 1039 FM as it 
tossed Michael Bolton out at him. He needed to remember to set the alarm clock himself every night, to guard 


from bed partners with a penchant for Light FM. 


Rick cracked first one eye then the second eye open A room he couldn't recognize blurred and came into 
focus. He was alone in bed, dressed. His head ached. Sledgehammers were running riot with his tympanic 


membrane. Drunken night, then. Tour. He hadn't gotten lucky. 


Devon collapsed back into bed and didn't stir until 141. He made his way into the kitchen naked, scratching his 
chin. Scrambled eggs, toast, coffee that tasted like charred beans and he was dressed in cutout sweats and 


running shoes and out the door in fifteen minutes. 
Rick's bedside radio was set to buzz. He successfully blanked it out by 120 and slept until 1015. 


By 10.08 Devon was jogging along his neighbourhood. He picked up a free Village Voice and rode the No. 6 train in 
order to read it in peace and wound up at West 4th St. The Village Voice toppled into a trashcan and he jogged 
his way past Bleecker St. and around NYU and the Washington Square Monument and watched as NYU students 


tried too hard to be cool and choked on calculated spasms of Bohemia. 
Rick was still asleep at 10.08, 
Devon kneeled, scratched the head of a friendly Rottweiler on a leash, and jogged on 


At 1015, Rick forced himself out of bed. Lying there was only making his headache worse. Vomit splashed onto 
the rim of the toilet as he stumbled into the bathroom and promptly puked. Feeling nauseous, he rang room 
service and tried not to sound foo rude as he found himself firmly repeating, "No, please, no bacon" Customer 
is always right his lily white arse. He swallowed his complementary coffee and wondered why the words Best 


Suites always equalled stiff, I8th century chairs. 


Devon didn't care for IOO AM. Twenty-three minutes into it, he still didn't care. He made an idle game out of 
deciding whether to go home or not, flipping a coin. Heads he went home. Tails he pushed on. The coin came up 
tails and he made his way up from West 4th St. along the Avenue of the Americas and up to the hulking black 
mess of Madison Square Garden without even noticing. 34th Street. God how he hated Herald's Square, and 


Macy's, not to mention the crusted, dingy orange colour of the F train. 


Rick flipped through ABC and NBC and CBS and CNN and actually missed the BBC. It was already IL54 and he'd 
heard the same story, about the man whose boat had blown up, a total of thirteen times. The weather called 


for afternoon showers and a high around 16°. As if on cue, the room seemed to darken. 


The afternoon came with overcast skies and spatters of rain that made their way along the city in neat, row- 
by-row formations. 12.01, 42nd St. 1210, 56th St, 1222, bTth St. and Devon wondered why rain always knew he'd 
just bought a bagel. 


Pissing rain. Rick stepped out onto the balcony and sat under the awning, thick, cold drops splashing onto the 
floor and blanketing Central Park in grey and deep, lush greens that hurt Rick's eyes. He lit his fourth 
cigarette. He hated the afternoon. "If | were an astronaut, out at that Mir Space Station," he told Joe Elliott, 
who had nipped into his room to let him know for the sixth time that they were free that day, "I'd be able to 
tell when it's precisely 1200 PM. It kinda hums, right? | can feel it in my skin. H's bloody 12.00 PM." Joe 


bummed a fag and said, "You need to get out, Rick." 


Drenched, his clothes plastered to his body and rain drops trailing down his nose, Devon tossed his soggy bagel 
into the trash and fished out a lumpy buck for honey-roasted almonds. 


He still had them by 1.20, as he crossed by The Plaza and caught the unpleasant, acrid smell of Central Park 
and its horse drawn, rattling seats on wagon wheels after afternoon showers. He sat down on a fountain, still 
drying out and unconcerned about the puddles along his chosen seat. He chewed on his almonds. A numbing 


buzz spun itself out in the back of his mind. 


Rick shoved himself into jeans, a T-shirt, a denim jacket, socks, and trainers. He bought a new pack of 
cigarettes at the hotel lobby and decided he'd walk along Central Park Behind him, an American woman equated 


expensive hotels with pretending her children belonged to someone else. 


Devon popped in an almond. 
Rick stuffed his hand into his pocket and stepped outside. 


Rick saw Devon at 210, when he crumpled up his magenta, honey roasted almonds wrapper and tossed it into 
the trash, his arm arching over the crowd. Devon looked up. Someone was looking at him. Cigarette pinched 
firmly between his teeth, Rick flipped open his Zippo. As the flame licked at the tobacco the thought that 
occurred to him was that he wasn't sure if it was the eyes, or the body, that pushed energy forward to 
collapse into somebody else's energy and caused a slight fold in the universe that made the man with the 


magenta, honey roasted almonds wrapper realize he was being watched. 

Devon knew an interested party when he saw one. 

At 331, Devon knew Rick's full name. Rick only knew Devon was Devon. That was all he needed to know. They 
walked along and shared a fag and Rick's hand felt warm inside his own pocket. Devon gazed out across traffic 
as pedestrians challenged the Do Not Walk sign and Rick noticed that his forehead tapered out into high, sharp 


cheekbones and into the hard angles of his jaw. 


Richard John Cyril Allen looked obscene with a cigarette in his mouth. When he pulled it away from his lips, he 


looked sweet and unassuming and as if he'd been born clothed and was incapable of being naked. When he took a 


drag, he could murder the entire street and maybe rip skin out with his teeth. 
"Hey," Devon said. "I'm starving. Do you wanna maybe..?" 


Rick inhaled nicotine as he answered. Teeth flashed for one brief moment and he said, "I'd love to," but then 


the cigarette was between his fingers and he looked delighted and love was pure and innocent and very naive. 


From 4.02 to 432 they waited and then sat at a table at a cheap Russian restaurant Devon had only been to 
once. He no longer remembered whom he had brought, but he recalled blond curls that looked golden by the 


lamp light and a conversation about music education, 


"Absolutely," Rick said, shaking out a stiff white napkin. "Music education at an early age broadens a child's 
mind." He laughed. "| am so full of shite. Broadens? Fuck. They wind up walking around, asking themselves why 
nobody wants to talk about the Three Penny Opera" 


Devon sliced into a roasted chicken at 456. 


Rick chased peas along his plate and thought about chickens running around with their heads cut off. Panic. The 
desire to flee. Hysterical blindness. He ordered a shot of vodka. Devon bit the glass with his teeth and chipped 
off a piece after knocking it back Blood stained his napkin as he dabbed at his teeth and licked his fingers and 
his lips. His tongue darted in and out, around the tips of his fingers and the corners of his mouth.Three shots 
later, Rick lit a cigarette and watched as the flame from the Zippo lit up Devon's eyes. 


5.51 saw them out on the street. Rick's eyes slid toward Devon and the cigarette smoke curtained the liquid 

lust Devon could see there. His groin responded and his lust took over as his limbs shepherded them down the 
street. In his mind's eye, it was a map. Points of interest. Landmarks and monuments to his lifestyle. Michael? 
Too crowded. Toni and Clarice? Toddler. Emmett? Lousy couch and no spare bedroom. Bill? Ex-boyfriend. Never 


again. Dan? 


Dan Party pad. Progressive House beats spilled out onto the street, glitter all but pouring out of the windows. 


Dark. Crowded. Dan owed him a favour. 
"Can you keep people out of the third bedroom down the upstairs hall?" 


Dan sized up Rick, bathed in pink and green neon lights and looking around with an expression of barely 


contained cu riosity. 


"Mm hm," Dan said, cocking a painted eyebrow at Devon, hands on his hips. "What, but what, oh what, is this, 


hm? Devon?" 


Dan was too fucking nosy. Damn Drama Queen 


"Its a Rick Allen," Devon said. "| think it bites." 
Carefully manicured hands flew into the air and Dan waved them on. "It's your ass on the line, Devon" 


Rick slid up to Devon and whispered, "God, they've burned this song right dead back home," and made sure his 
breath lingered across the fine hairs along Devon's neck 


Rick shuddered as his back hit the wall at 7.02. The motion ran across his body and came to rest between his 
legs. He liked it. Devon leaned in closer, his breath hot against his own face as it skimmed the surface of Rick's 
skin He ran the tip of his tongue toward Rick's lobe and cradled it between his teeth. He flicked his tongue 
inside, along the edge, and bit down. Rick's hand tightened around Devon's hip. He drew Devon closer and pushed 
himself into him. Grinding together. Sweet heat made its way across his thighs, arousal creeping along his back 
and his chest, he pressed against Devon, and the arousal was in their eyes. It took Devon's breath away. He 
sealed the last remaining gap with a kiss and felt fabric slide over skin as Rick wrapped one leg around his. 
They parted their lips, drew in breath, and shared it. Devon licked Rick's lips, and then slipped his tongue inside 
his mouth. Rick felt his body rise, tongue pressed against Devon's tongue, lashing against the insides of his 
mouth, fingers curling around the fabric of Devon's sweat pants. His palm slid beneath the fabric. Muscle 
tightened beneath his touch. Contracted. Relaxed. Tensed. Devon ran his tongue along the hollow of Rick's neck. 


He could taste mounting desire, a shiver running between them as Rick moaned in his ear. 
They lost track of time. 


Devon's hands slid beneath Rick's shirt and Rick shrugged off his jacket. In one fluid motion, Devon pulled his 
shirt off, tossing it aside. Their faces inches apart, lips brushing together, Rick placed his hand over Devon's 
stomach, palm flat, drinking in heat. 


"Raise your arm," Devon whispered. 


Rick's shirt came off with a thrill of cool air and fingers itching to remove Devon's pants. But, he hesitated. 
He'd forgotten. The scar was always a shock to them, no matter how much they pretended not to mind, the 
stark, bony stump where his arm used to be. His hand rose to cover his left shoulder. 


Devon traced the scar with his eyes. He wondered about it. He didn't ask. He ran the tip of his tongue along 
Rick's knuckles and coaxed his hand away. His tongue drew out the scar, twisted skin and the taste of 
something hidden. It slid beneath his mouth; he nipped at the edge of Rick's shoulder, then bit down, tongue 
pressed firmly against flesh. 


Rick gasped, turning his face away as his nerve ends sprung to life, burning. His arm circled Devon's broad 
back and drew him closer. Their chests rubbed together, nipples hardening as they scraped along skin. Rick 
pressed closer into Devon, skin on skin, growing warmer as his mind grew drowsy. Devon was licking his 
collarbone, his chest; pinching one nipple between his teeth and sucking until Rick felt his erection straining 
painfully against his pants. 


Devon drew Rick's arm above his head, pinned it there. Anchored him to the wall with his crotch, hips rising as 
he lapped at the dips and contours of his body, his breath leading him on in shallow, hungry bursts as Rick 


moaned and moved beneath him, eyes half-closed with pleasure. 


Rick stroked Devon's back, muscle and bone laid out in a progression of tightness and angles. He kneaded his 
shoulders, fingers digging into the skin, fingernails scratching the surface as Devon bit down hard on one nipple 


and Rick cried out. 


A smile played across Devon's lips as he drew back. Rick pushed his hair out of his face. He could see the 
alarm clock. Bright, red numbers. 1.26. 


Devon said, "Take off your clothes." 


The way he said it, there was a curiosity there that puzzled Rick He unhooked the buttons of his jeans and 
then pushed them down. Devon was sitting at the edge of the bed. He was already naked. Rick saw him toss 
aside the bundle his sweat pants and his underwear had become. Rick stepped out of his jeans. Devon smiled 
and slipped one hand beneath his own erection, palm sliding along the length of his cock. Rick dipped his thumb 
beneath the waistband of his knickers and dearly wished there were a better way to take them off than 
pushing them down, one side at a time. He met Devon's eyes across the room as his cock was revealed. He 
wanted to grin Maybe he did grin. He kicked his knickers aside and went down on his knees. The warmed air in 
the room wrapped around his skin and he felt his senses expand. A lazy motion, it travelled from the tip of his 
erection to his fingertips, down along his legs and behind his eyes. 


Devon could see it. The shedding of clothes. The realization of two bodies, of flesh and nothing between them. 


Breath in his throat, Rick crawled to Devon. He rubbed his cheek and his neck along his inner thigh, Devon's 
cock against his other cheek. He stroked it with his jaw, drinking in the musky, heady smell of sweat and flesh 


and sex and man between them. 


Devon groaned, fingers wrapping around Rick's curls. Rick's hand cradled his balls, kneading slowly. A hot, wet 
tongue lapped along Devon's inner thigh, between the hollow of his hips. He tightened his grip on Rick's hair. 


Rick drew the tip of his tongue along Devon's balls and moaned as Devon bucked. Sweat filled his mouth. His 
hand rose to stroke Devon's erection, palm to fingertips, index finger making its way along the head, tracing the 
slit as he nibbled at the soft, velvety skin of Devon's inner thigh. His own body moved in a slow, even rhythm. 
Stroke. Lap. Nip. He snapped his teeth in front of Devon's throbbing head, his tongue darting out to run along 
the slit, circle, flick along the sides. Devon's voice was deep, husky. "You tease." Rick obliged him by biting at 
the head, teeth scratching against the skin. Devon cried out in surprise. Rick met Devon's eyes, tongue pressed 
firmly against the tip, his hand gripping tight at the base of Devon's cock. Devon lifted Rick's chin 


"Get up," he said 


Rick rose and stepped between Devon's spread legs. Their cocks lay cradled together, Devon's hand stroking 


them both slowly. He curled Rick's pubic hair around the fingers of his other hand, rubbing idly at Rick's 
stomach. Stroking. Up, down. Along Rick's penis, sliding off to his, taking Rick's hand and placing it over their 
cocks. They palmed each other, growing drowsy, almost swaying. Rick thought his knees would give way. Devon 
caught him, corded muscle against Rick's skin. It took his breath away. Such a simple thing. He closed his eyes, 
enjoying the sensation of Devon's large frame moving beneath him as it thrilled his blood 


"Lean back," he whispered into Devon's ear. 


He stretched out limb-by-limb, holding Rick's eyes, waiting. Rick slipped his hand beneath Devon's buttocks. 
Devon understood. He raised his hips, knees against Rick's sides. He waved a hand at the night table. 


"Dan has a lube fetish," he said. "He's got flavours that don't even make any sense." He followed Rick with his 
eyes. Naked, he moved easily, motions flowing into one another, fluid Clothes held him at bay. Cigarette smoke 
teased him out. Nakedness left him open 


He rummaged through the night table's drawer and chuckled. He held up a tube between thumb and index 


finger. "Roman spa?" 


"It tastes like rubbing alcohol." Devon grinned. "Coconut tastes like sunscreen lotion. Pineapple tastes like that 
anaesthetic glop they make you suck on at the dentist. Cherry, of course, tastes like cough medicine. | don't 


even wanna touch that green grass tube." 


It did sound horrible. There were too many choices. Rick flicked aside brightly coloured tubes. The numbers on 
the alarm clock read 8.48. He fished out a tube labelled odourless It made Devon laugh, the sound softening 


some of his edges. 
"Wise choice." 


Something almost came through in the words. Devon seemed younger than before, a strange light in his eyes. 
Something stirred in Rick. A desire to freeze the moment, to hold that smile in place, to tell Devon that he 


understood him. It slipped away even as Rick almost realized what it was. 


Devon helped him spread out the lube. He coated Rick's fingers slowly, lingering over his knuckles and the veins 
along his hand. It made Rick's eyelids droop, drawing them closer together, their faces inches part. Devon lay 
back and lifted his hips, his eyes holding Rick in place. Black. They were stark black. Lamp light and neon signs- 
crawling in from outside and bending their way along the walls-lit up his face, stumbling over his cheekbones 
and pooling around his eyes and his full lips, moving down along his chest and the thin sheen of sweat below his 
ribs and along his stomach. It gathered at his hips and his thighs, clinging to well-defined muscles, leading to 
the tip of his cock. Pre-cum glistened at its slit. Rick bent down to lick it off, rolling the taste of salt along his 
tongue, his finger slipping in between Devon's buttocks and up. Devon tensed in anticipation. One finger slid in, 
slippery. A cold sensation travelled up Devon's spine, spiking his desire. It grew into warmth as Rick spread his 
opening, fingers gliding in, prying him gently. His nipple brushed against Devon's knee as he worked. It hardened. 
Rick was framed by shadows, his shoulder rising and falling as he stroked Devon open, spreading his legs 


farther apart. Drowsy with pleasure, Rick's hand caressing his thighs and his buttocks, thumb dipping into his 
opening, Devon found himself looking at Rick's neck, the way tendons framed the hollow of his throat, tapering 
down into his collarbone and his shoulders, one smooth line. Muscles tensed and relaxed as he moved. The tip of 


his cock teased at Devon's opening, and Devon groaned. Rick gripped his knee. 
"Oh God." 


He slid in slowly, teasing. Devon moaned, tossing his head. Waves of heat raced up his groin and his spine. Rick 
began to rock his hips, sliding in further, hissing under his breath. He closed his eyes. 


"Look at me," Devon said. 


Clear eyes met his, Rick's thrusts increasing. Pleasure roiled up Devon's senses, rising up to settle behind his 


eyes. Rick never looked away. He gripped Devon's knee and fell into a rhythm. His hipbones ground into Devon's 


thighs, his balls crushed against his buttocks. Devon gritted his teeth. 
"Fuck." 


He wrapped his legs around Rick's back, shifting them down to his buttocks. Rick was slippery with sweat. It 
glistened along his upper arm and his elbow, beads of perspiration breaking out over his lip and on his chest. It 
caught between them, filling Devon's nostrils as Rick's hips moved faster, penetrating, deeper. Deeper. Devon 
tightened his legs and pulled Rick closer, pushing him in further. Rick gasped, tossing his head back. 


"God!" 


Devon groaned; cried out. Rick seemed to slip, his body sagging against Devon's thighs. His arm shot out and he 
collapsed against Devon's chest, hips thrusting, his teeth gritted; his lungs panted out hot air. Devon could feel 
Rick's breath along his skin, his erection crushed beneath his stomach, straining. He placed his palms gently on 
Rick's shoulders and lifted him. Their eyes met. Liquid. Lust and hunger lived there. It was in his, too, feeding 
and feeding off Rick's. His mind began to scream. He heard himself gasping, moaning. Rick pulled himself up and 
wrapped his fingers around Devon's cock. Devon closed both of his hands over them, skin slipping over sweat. 
Rick thrust harder, eyes locked on Devon's. Harder. Devon moaned. Rick pumped his cock, spreading pre-cum 
down its shaft. Devon's hands followed his movements, tracing them out in mounting delirium. "Come on," he 
panted. "Come on" Sweat gathered at his lower back, the covers sticking to his skin. He thought his mind would 
burst. 


"Fuck. Harder" 


Rick groaned, hips pushing into Devon's skin as he slammed into him. He couldn't look away from his eyes. Open. 
Lust. Endless. "God. Oh, God.." Electricity shot up his legs, ripping into his back. He felt Devon's cock shudder 
beneath his hand, his neck tensing, and head tipped back and to the side even as their eyes remained locked 
together. 


Devon's body convulsed, the walls of his opening tightening around Rick's cock. Rick cried out, a violent shiver 
pushing him forward. His back arched, every muscle stiffening, waves of white pleasure and pain coursing 
through him. Devon's semen splashed against his chest and his hand, sticky, warm. Rick heard him cry out, 
almost a snarl as he bucked upwards forcefully, shuddering. His legs tightened against Rick's lower back as Rick 
came, his head tossing as Devon drew him in deeper, bodies grinding together. With a trembling breath, Rick 
felt himself pitch forward. Devon's arms caught him. His legs slid off Rick's back as Rick pulled himself out. 
Panting, gasping for breath, he lay against Devon's chest. He could hear his heart beating, strong, fast. The 
pungent smell of sweat and semen made him giddy, his body shivering as their pants slowly subsided. Light 
bounced off Devon's arms and the covers crumpled beneath him, off the night table and the alarm clock. 
Satisfied drowsiness stole over Rick as he read out the time. 941. 


His eyelids were so heavy. 


Devon ran his fingers through Rick's curls, gathering the rivulets of sweat that ran down the nape of his neck, 
feeling as Rick's body relaxed and began to shut down. Devon smiled. 


At 10,03, he moved out carefully from beneath Rick. He padded to where Rick's jeans had pooled on the floor. 
Rick sighed and curled up on his side, his fingers hovering over his mouth. Devon fished out Rick's cigarettes 
and his Zippo. A click rang out as he lit a cig, smoke shooting out toward the ceiling. He sat on the edge of the 
bed and looked down at Rick. His chest rose and fell in an even cadence. Devon envied him. He had never been 
able to sleep after sex. He scooped up the semen still glistening wet down his thighs with his thumb, rubbing it 
into his index finger. He ran his thumb over Rick's mouth, tracing out its shape, the edges of his mouth 
curving upwards as Rick's lips moved, his breath hot against Devon's fingertip. 


Devon lay back on the bed, gazed up at the ceiling, and smoked. Dan's party-clearly audible now-thumped along 
his temples. A strange sense of peace stole over him. He crushed out his cigarette and turned to rest his 


cheek against Rick's back. Their legs twined together. 


They both slept away IL00. Rick due to biology. Devon due to the hypnotic mix of lights fragmented across the 


walls and chasing themselves around the corners, mingling, drawing apart, stretching and shrinking. 


It was I2lb when Rick's eyes opened. A room he couldn't recognize blurred and came into focus. He was in bed, 
naked. He burrowed into the covers and sought out the warmth behind him. 


Devon. 


One arm rose to circle around his hips as Devon shifted, his other arm pillowing Rick's neck. Rick turned within 
their embrace. He smiled at Devon, 


"Hullo." 


Devon chuckled. There was a light in Rick's eyes that he liked. Rick's fingers were toying with his pubic hairs, 
curling and uncurling. He slid his hand beneath Devon's cock and ran the length of it slowly off his palm. 


Devon shifted on the bed. He wondered what Dan would make for breakfast. He wondered how messy the living 


room would be. 


Rick slid his body down Devon's side and brought his lips to his cock, savouring the shivers building between 
them. He wondered what Dan looked like in the morning light. He wondered what Devon tasted like. 
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